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SONNET XXII
BROKEN MUSIC

THE mother will not turn, who thinks she hears
Her nursling's speech first grow articulate ;
But breathless with averted eyes elate

She sits, with open lips and open ears,

That it may call her twice.   'Mid doubts and fears
Thus oft my soul has hearkened ;  till the song,
A central moan for days, at length found tongue.

And the sweet music welled and the sweet tears.

But now, whatever while the soul is fain
To list that wonted murmur, as it were

the speech-bound sea-shell's low importunate strain,-
No breath of song, thy voice alone is there,

0 bitterly beloved ! and all her gain
Is but the pang of unpermitted prayer.

SONNET XXIII
DEATH-IN-LOVE

THERE came an image in Life's retinue

That had Love's wings and bore his gonfalon :
Fair was the web, and nobly wrought thereon,

0 soul-sequestered face, thy form and hue !

Bewildering sounds, such as Spring wakens to,

Shook in its folds ;  and through my heart its power
Sped trackless as the immemorable hour             <

When birth's dark portal groaned and all was newj

But a veiled woman followed, and she caught    j
The banner round its staff, to furl and cling,-^-
Then plucked a feather from the bearer's wing^

And held it to his lips that stirred it not,             '

And said to me, 4 Behold, there is no breath
I and this Love are one, and I am Death.'